Crescent, while it waited
For a crescent in the air.

Taller than the tallest

Of her young companions.

Wide Eyes never wilted

Where the broken ground begins:

That's the Archer Goddess,

With her bosom belted!

No; it is a tomboy

With the scratches on her shins!

Certainly unconscious
That she was a maiden
Who could fill with banners
Frontiers of Kings!
Once you saw her swinging
From her youthful haunches,
You would feel that manners
Were not all-important things.

"If I raced you up there,
Which of you could whistle?
Just you watch me running
When I get my second wind."
Moulding in her short skirt
Limbs to jump the thistle,
A cry of wonder reached her
From the little group behind.
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